by this time that I could not take very much Interest, and
we finally got back to Rovaniemi about lunch time.
I had my first Finnish bath in Rovaniemi—the institution
they call the sauna. This was quite a primitive one* such as
may be found at every farmhouse all over the country. You
undress and go into a small room lined with wood, with
a large stove in the corner and wide shelves on the walls.
You He down on one of the shelves, and an old woman
comes in and throws water on the fire, causing a cloud of
steam to come billowing out of a hole at the top of the
stove. She goes on throwing water Into the stove until It
gets about as hot as you can bear it, and then she leaves you
to relax. In every sauna you will see buckets of water with
sheaves of birch twigs In them. After you have lain down
for a while you take one of these sheaves and whip yourself
as hard as you can with it. If there are several of you—and
there almost certainly are, because the sauna Is essentially a
social affair—you lambaste each other. This is supposed
to get the circulation going and make you sweat. I found
myself sweating quite adequately without any of this; but
It's a lot of fun and part of the ritual.
When at last you can't stand the heat any longer you go
Into another room where an extremely unattractive old
crone scrubs you mercilessly all over with a loofah. Finally
you are at liberty to go outside and roll in the snow, but
personally I found a bucket of cold water sufficient. This,
of course, is the country sauna. In Helsinki they have the
most wonderful place, where there is no question of rolling
in the snow* There is every variety of shower and spray to
have afterwards, and a most luxurious swimming pooL
I liked the sauna so much, and it made one feel so well,
that I had them regularly from then on.
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